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	1. Special Gift

**A/N:****I'll be using American Sing Language for Torinth. I'm pretty sure Vikings did use ASL, but they didn't have dragons or fire swords either, so, what the heck?**

Special Gift

Astrid sat up and ran her hand over her extended stomach. She was cramping again. Panic began to rise in her, but she told herself to be calm.

_This is normal. This is only because your stomach stretching to make room for the baby. This isn't a miscarriage. _

She threw the blankets off and set her feet on the floor and stood up. She paced back and forth across her bedroom and rubbed her tight muscles. Inside the baby stirred slightly, causing Astrid's mouth to curl up in a smile. She didn't get to feel the babies moving inside her the first time.

The pain slowly beginning to ease up, Astrid decided to take a walk down the hall to the next door room. The light orange glow of the night candle peaked out from under the door as she opened the door.

Only Annly's pightails, arms, and one foot could be seen poking out beneath her blanket. A stuffed toy Night Fury dangled from one of her hands. On the bed across from hers, Torinth hand his blanket tucked under his arms. Another toy Night Fury tucked under one of his elbows, his thumb stuck in his mouth. Astrid smiled at the twin toddlers. She could hardly believe it had been three years since the two had made their surprise entrance into the world. Now they were expecting a third.

Astrid frowned a bit as she rubbed her hands over her belly again. So many things had gone wrong with her first pregnancy. She'd nearly lost the twins in a riding accident. In fact, for several months she thought she had lost them, only finding out once she'd gone into labor that she hadn't miscarried. Despite the miraculous birth, though, there had still been consequences. About a year ago, they had discovered that Torinth was deaf. Hiccup continually assured her it wasn't her fault. That Torinth may have been born deaf even if the pregnancy had been normal, but Astrid still couldn't help but feel guilty. And she worried deeply that this new child would have something wrong with it.

Astrid leaned against the doorframe and rubbed her belly as she tried to relax and push her fears aside. The baby was kicking hard now, so obviously it was healthy. She had no reason to think there'd be anything wrong, but she couldn't shake the feeling.

As Astrid fought against her worries, she heard a small pitter patter of feet coming towards her. She looked up and saw Torinth running towards her. She blinked in surprise. If she'd woken up one of her children to wake up, she thought it would have been Annly, not Torinth since, well, he couldn't hear.

She smiled at him and held out her hand. Torinth didn't take her hand, however, instead he set his thumb to his chin and spread out his other four fingers in a sign meaning "Mom." He then pointed his two fingers towards each other and jabbed them at each other. Astrid had to think a while before remembering that sign meant "hurt." Since Hiccup, Astrid, and Annly were learning to sign alongside Torinth, they still didn't quite have the hang of it.

Astrid smiled and pinched her thumb, index, and middle finger into the "no" sign.

"No. Mom."

She had to think for a while before she remembered to poke her thumb on chest and spread her fingers out for the "fine" sign.

Torinth didn't look convinced, his concern scowl making him look even more like his father than he usually did. Astrid smiled at him again, and reached to place her hand on his head. Torinth moved forward, out from her touch and placed both hands on her belly, and rubbed tiny circles on the bump. Astrid smiled and ran her fingers through her son's hair. Torinth pressed his cheek against the bump, and turned his head up to into his mother's crystal blue eyes, the only physical trait he'd gotten from her. Torinth stepped back after a few moments, and pretended to rock a baby in his arms. He then gave the sign for fine.

Astrid's jaw fell slack. How had Torinth known she was worried about the baby. Torinth gave the baby sign again, and then patted his chest with both hands in a circular motion in the happy sign. When his mother didn't respond due to shock, Torinth simply smiled and threw his arms around his mother's waist. Astrid set her hand on the back of his head.

How on earth had Torinth known? She didn't tell him. He was only three years old, so it was very unlikely he'd learned to pick up on subtle hints yet. As she pondered her son's actions, she felt a pair of protective arms wrap around her from behind, one hand resting on her baby, the other on Torinth's head.

Astrid looked over her shoulder to find Hiccup's concerned face staring at her with, ironically, the same worried scowl her son had given her a few moments earlier.

"Are you okay?" he asked.

"I think so," Astrid answered. "I was worried about the baby."

Hiccup kissed her cheek. "The baby will be fine. There's no need to worry, there's no signs that anything is wrong."

"I know," Astrid nodded. "And…"

Astrid tried to think of a way to word what had just happened. Torinth let go of his mother, and walked around her to his father, stretching his arms up. Hiccup released Astrid, and bent down, scooping Torinth in his arms and set him on his hip. He kept one arm wrapped around his son's back to hold him up, and set the other one around Astrid's shoulders. Torinth laid his head on Hiccup's shoulder, and stuck his thumb back in his mouth.

"And what?" Hiccup asked.

"Torinth knew I was worried about the baby," Astrid replied. "I didn't tell him, I don't think I did anything to tip him out. But he came up, asked if I was hurt, and then told me the baby was fine and happy."

Hiccup stared at his son with a surprised expression. Torinth didn't even notice, by now his eyelids were starting to droop, and the sucking on his thumb grew slower and slower.

"How'd you know Mommy was worried?" Hiccup asked as he let go of Astrid and gently pinched Torinth's hand. Torinth sleepily swatted his father's hand away, and then stuck his thumb back in his mouth. Hiccup chuckled softly, and began patting his son's back and bouncing him, setting his chin on top of the little boy's head.

Astrid smiled at the sight. Her father, though he cared about her, was never a very affectionate man, and always put a bunch of pressure on Astrid to be, well, perfect. Seeing Hiccup rocking their three-year-old son back to sleep with such tenderness warmed her heart.

"I read something once," Hiccup said as he continued to rub Torinth's back. "That people who are deaf can see better than other people and can sometimes see things others can't."

Astrid frowned. "So Torinth saw that I was worried?"

"Sort of," Hiccup answered. "Have you noticed whenever Annly or one of the other kids scrape their knees, or gets their feelings hurt Torinth is the first one to go help them?"

Astrid thought for a while, then nodded.

"I think Torinth has some sort of, I guess you call it gift, where he can tell if someone is hurting?"

"I suppose," Hiccup nodded.

"How?" Astrid pondered.

Hiccup shrugged. "Maybe there's some sort of subtle reaction we can see that he can? Maybe it's some kind of intuition? I don't know."

Hiccup glanced at Torinth to check on him, and saw that he was asleep. Hiccup walked over to the bed, lied the boy down, and tucked the blankets around him. He kissed the top of his head, and set the Night Fury toy under the blankets next to him. He then walked over to Annly's bed, and pulled the blankets back just enough to kiss her forehead.

Astrid smiled at her husband as he walked back towards her.

"He was right though," Hiccup told her as he pulled her into a hug. "The baby will be fine."

Astrid smiled at him and nodded. "I know. I just have to remind myself."

"Me too," Hiccup confessed before leaning down and kissing her forehead.


	2. Birth of Jadis Jorgenson

The Birth of Jadis Jorgenson:

_Knock. Knock. Knock._

Hiccup slowly opened one eye to the sound of someone at the door. He groaned in frustration, picked up his pillow and placed it over his head. Even through the three inch layer of feathered stuffing, he could hear a small _creak, creak, creak_ noise. He slowly lifted up the corner of his pillow and saw ten-month-old Annly sitting up in her cradle, rocking it back and forth by clumsily swinging her weight back and forth. She presently lost her balance and tumbled back on her back, tangling herself in her blanket, which she then began to contentedly suck on. In the cradle next to hers, Torinth slept soundly, his thumb still stuck in his mouth.

Hiccup smiled at his babies. He couldn't believe they would be a year old in a few weeks. Two days ago, Annly had stood up for the first time. She only lasted for a second before tumbling over and bumping her head, but she quieted down after a little bit of bouncing. Torinth had even tried to stand up yet, but Hiccup wasn't worried. Torinth was far more laid back than his go-get-'em sister, and was content to keep doing was he was doing. It took quite a lot of coaxing from him and Astrid just to get the boy to crawl, they'd just have to work a little harder with him than Annly to get him to stand and walk, just like crawling.

_Knock. Knock. Knock. _Hiccup groaned. Whoever this was, they weren't going away. He threw the blankets off himself, sat up, and began to attach his prosthetic. The clicking noise of her father's prosthetic caught Annly's attention, and she began to coo and reached out her chubby hands for her Daddy.

_Knock. Knock. Knock._

"I'm coming! I'm coming!" Hiccup called.

Annly cooed a bit louder and tried to sit up so she could reach farther towards Hiccup.

Hiccup stood up and walked to his daughter.

"Hey, Baby Doll," Hiccup picked up his little girl and kissed her cheek. "Daddy has to go see who's at the door so you're gonna have to stay here, okay?" Hiccup began to set the little girl back in her cradle, and she began to whimper.

Hiccup sighed and stood back up, holding his little girl to his chest, patting her back. "I know, I know, but Daddy has work to do."

"Let me have her," came a groggy voice from behind him. Hiccup turned around and saw Astrid sitting up in the bed, and reaching her arms out for the baby girl. Hiccup passed their daughter on to his wife, and she cradled the girl in her arms.

"There's my little Shield Maiden," Astrid smiled at the little girl.

"I'll be back as soon as possible," Hiccup said as he put on the fur cape he wore as chief.

"Alright, go take care of Berk and kick some butt," Astrid answered.

"Love you," Hiccup gave Astrid a quick kiss, then he walked over to the cradle where his son was still asleep and kissed the top of his head before heading downstairs. He opened the front door and found Gobber standing outside.

"Morning, Gobber. What's going on?"

"Jorgensons," Gobber answered.

Hiccup sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. "What now?"

"Eleetha's gone."

Hiccup picked his head up with surprise. "What?"

"Eleetha's gone."

Hiccup stepped out of the house and closed the door behind him.

"What do you mean gone?" he asked as they began to walk towards the Jorgenson house, Hiccup snapping for Toothless to follow from where he had been perched on the roof.

"She's gone, and so are her dragon and belongings," Gobber explained. "Snotlout woke up this morning and her side of the bed was empty."

Hiccup put a hand to his forehead. "Wow. She really did it," Hiccup sighed. "She took off."

"I told Spitelout that woman was no good, but no, he had to marry Snotlout off to a girl from a rich family, even if it was a rich family from another tribe who have a bad reputation. That man couldn't-"

Hiccup stopped listening to Gobber's as something else pressed on his mind.

"What about the baby?"

"She gave birth last night," Gobber answered.

"She did?"

"Yup. A healthy baby girl. I suppose that's why she split, didn't want the responsibility of raising a child."

Hiccup shook his head in amazement. He'd never liked Eleetha, and always thought of her as a bit of a gold digger who was only interested in Snotlout because of the glamour of the title "dragon rider." But this? This was a new low.

They grew closer to the Jorgenson house, and Hiccup made his way into the house. He was met to the sight of his old comrade sitting in a chair with his head slumped over as Spitelout hovered over him, yelling at the top of his lungs.

"You embarrassment, you! Couldn't keep your wife in line, after I hand picked her for you from a family that was known for their submissive women. Can't even do that right! Shameful! Shameful!"

Hiccup winced at the words for Snotlout, who couldn't take his eyes off the floor to face his father, or notice the chief's entrance.

"And to top it off, you couldn't even get a son out of her before you let her walk out! All you got was a girl!"

A twinge of anger shot through Hiccup, and he cleared his throat to catch Spitelout's attention.

Spitelout looked up, and rolled his eyes. "About time you got here, lad."

"That's Chief lad to you, Spitelout," Gobber corrected.

Hiccup rolled his eyes at Gobber's attempt to defend his honor while Toothless plodded up to his rider's side and plopped down next to him.

"Gobber gave me a brief summary of what happened, but could the two of you further explain."

"All I know is that this morning my pathetic excuse of a son comes in to inform me that he let his wife slip out, and take the dragon we gave her and all her junk with her," Spitelout sighed, exasperated.

Hiccup bit his tongue from lashing out at the infuriating older Viking, and instead continued his explanation. "I understand that the baby was born last night, about how long ago was that?"

Spitelout shrugged. "Eight hours, I suppose. Wouldn't you say, Snotlout?"

Snotlout just stared at the floor.

"Snotlout?" Hiccup asked.

"Closer to nine," the downcast Viking finally answered. "Nine hours."

"What happened after the baby was born, were there any visitors?"

"I dunno," Spitelout answered. "Once I learned it was a girl, I decided to go for a few pints of mead at the Great Hall and wish for better luck next time. Doesn't look like there'll be a next time, now, howev-"

"I wasn't asking you," Hiccup said through gritted teeth. He turned back to Snotlout, who was still sitting with his face downcast, no change. Hiccup wondered how he had stayed so still while Spitelout showed such contempt towards his child for being a girl.

If Spitelout had made such comments about Annly…

Hiccup tightened his hands into fists at the thought.

"No," Snotlout answered. "No visitors. About an hour after she was born we all fell asleep. I woke up a few minutes ago and Eleetha was gone."

From upstairs, the soft sound of a newborn baby crying emerged. Hiccup ran his hands over his face as he tried to think.

"That gives her eight hours tops," he groaned. "She could nearly be out of the archipelago by now."

The baby's cries grew steadily louder.

Gobber, go wake up the other riders and tell the to saddle up. We'll have to leave right now if we're going to have any chance of catching up to her."

The baby's cries were now screams. Spitelout covered his ears in disgust.

"I'm going to have to listen to this from now on, aren't I?"

"Spitelout, you're daughter-in-law just abandoned your son and granddaughter," Hiccup finally turned on the older Viking. "You complaining won't make this any easier on either of them, go with Gobber to wake the other riders and make yourself useful."

Spitelout glared daggers at Hiccup, but did as he was told.

Alone in the living room with Snoutlout, Hiccup took a moment to take in his old comrade. He'd never seen Snotlout look more defeated in his life. The sounds of the baby screaming upstairs only dampened the mood even further. After a few moments of motionlessness, however, Hiccup grew concerned. Why wasn't Snotlout doing anything? Shock, perhaps?

"Snotlout?"

"Hm?"

"Aren't you going to go take care of your baby?"

Snotlout suddenly went from defeated to terrified. "My baby? Oh, Thor! I don't know a thing about babies! And I'm supposed to take care of one? I can't go up there! She's crying! And-" Snotlout's face softened to a look of sadness. "She's crying…" He slowly stood up and began to walk to the stairs, then stopped, and collapsed to the floor in a panic again. "But I don't know how to stop a baby from crying. I don't-"

"Hey, it's okay," Hiccup said as he knelt to his comrade's level and set a hand on his shoulder. "I didn't have a clue what to do with babies with Annly and Torinth were born, but Astrid and I have figured it out."

"Yeah, but you're Hiccup and Astrid!" Snotlout wailed. "You two always figure stuff out. Nothing ever gets in your way. Everything gets in my way!"

"Snotlout, calm down," Hiccup instructed. "You can do this. People raise children all the time."

"And people suck at it everyday too."

"Snotlout," Hiccup sighed as he put a hand to his forehead. "Just, come one. Let's just go get your kid."

"No, I can't go up there!" Snotlout shook his head.

"Why not?"

"Because I'll screw it up."

"No you won't."

"You don't know that!"

"All you're going to do is rock your baby."

"Yeah, my baby who's mom just ran out on me because I couldn't be the husband she wanted."

Hiccup sighed. "Snotlout, this isn't your fault. Eleetha said I do to you just like you did her, she has a much of a responsibility to you and your daughter as you do. She's the one who's failed, not you."

Snotlout shook his head. "It's not that simple. You know that."

Hiccup bit his lip and nodded. "You're right. It's not. But that still doesn't excuse her for running out like this."

Snotlout hung his head. "I know she didn't want me. I wouldn't want me. But why did she leave our…"

Hiccup set a hand on his friend's shoulder as the baby's screams reached a piercing pitch. "I don't know why she left your baby. But she did, which means you have to step up. You can't leave too."

Snotlout sniffed in disgust. "Leave? I've got nowhere to go."

"Yeah you do," Hiccup answered. "Upstairs to your daughter."

Snotlout shook his head. "I can't face like this."

"Oh, for the love of Thor, she's a newborn! She doesn't know what's going on, she just wants her Daddy to hold her."

Snotlout drew his knees to his chest. "I can't. I've screwed too much up as is."

"You don't do this for her, you'll be screwing up even more."

Snotlout shook his head. "You do it, Hiccup."

"Snotlout, I can't be your child's father for you," Hiccup yelled. "This is your job."

"Then be her chief," Snotlout retorted as he stood up. "And take care of her while I'm gone." He began to walk to the door.

"Where the heck are you going?!" Hiccup all but screamed.

"I'm going to find my daughter's mother, and bring her back!"

"Snotlout, that's not where you're needed. Let the other riders look for Eleetha, you take care of your daughter."

"Take care of her?" Snotlout asked. "After I've just disgraced her entire family, and chased her mother off? No. I have to fix this."

"Snotlout you can't fix this. This is out of your control. Even if you find Eleetha, what will you do? She won't agree to come back, so you'll have to drag her back. And that will just prove she ran off. She'll be tried for abandonment and thrown in prison. Your child's never going to know her mother either way."

"Yeah, well, at least I'll have my honor, and my family will too."

"Wha-wha-what!? Honor!? That's what you're worried about?"

"Yes, because I don't want my daughter to grow up in a shamed household with a shamed father."

"Snotlout, you're over-exaggerating things-"

"Am I, Hiccup?" Snotlout challenged, and with that he stormed out of the house. Hiccup collapsed on the steps and buried his face in his hands. Toothless plodded over to his rider and nudged him, warbling sympathetically. Hiccup reached out a hand and petted his head.

"What a mess, bud," he gasped in exasperation. Toothless laid his head in Hiccup's lap, and whimpered. Hiccup buried his face in the top of Toothless' head. The creaking of the door opening caught Hiccup's attention, and he peaked up. Snotlout meekly poked his head in.

"It's Jadis, by the way," he whispered. "Her name's Jadis." And with that he closed the door back, and was gone.

Hiccup sighed and stood up. He mounted the steps and entered Snotlout and Eleetha's bedroom. He quietly approached the cradle sitting next to the master bed and picked up the tiny bundle thrashing and screaming inside. He cradled the wailing baby girl to his chest and began the gently rock her back and forth.

"There, there, Jadis," he whispered as she continued to sob. "I know. I know I'm not who you want. But your Daddy will be back soon. There. Sh, sh, sh."

He loosened the blankets around the newborn a little bit to allow her to stretch and smoothed the thick, black hair on the top of her head, hoping to calm her. Jadis eventually quieted down a bit, her screaming diminishing to small whimpers. She stared up at him with giant grey eyes, imploring him to show her what was going on. Why her mother and father, the only two voices she'd ever known were suddenly gone, and why he was the one who was now comforting her.

Hiccup felt his heart ache for the little girl in his arms. What chance did this poor child have? Snotlout would spend the rest of his days obsessing over how Eleetha had left him. For even though Hiccup wouldn't say it, , he'd trained Eleetha on dragon riding when she'd first arrived at Berk. He'd seen how she was a born natural, and how well she knew her dragon. They would never find her.

Yes, he'd ordered the search out of some small hope that maybe, by some miracle, they could catch up to her or figure out where she was going. But she was too smart, too talented, and had an eight-hour head start. She was long gone.

This child had no mother. She barely had a father. And Spitelout…

"I'm sorry," Hiccup whispered. "I'm so sorry you had to be born into this."

Jadis softly wept for her parents and Hiccup held her closer.

"You deserve better than this," Hiccup told her. "I wish I could fix this for you, but I can't. I might be the chief, but I'm only human. But I promise you this, I will do everything in my power to care for. I can't be your father. But I can be your chief. And I can be your friend. Odin knows you're gonna need one."

Hiccup placed a small kiss on Jadis' forehead, and then picked another blanket out of her cradle to wrap around her for the walk back to his house.

Snotlout hung his head as the stars danced in the sky over Berk. Nothing. He and the other riders (minus Astrid and Valka who had stayed home with the babies) had searched all day and found no trace of Eleetha. Hookfang landed in front of his house. He dismounted and began to walk towards the door, but felt a hand on his shoulder.

"Ah, ah, ah."

He turned and saw Hiccup standing behind him.

"Come with me," the chief ordered. Snotlout unenthusiastically obeyed and followed Hiccup back to his house. Hiccup opened the door for him and ushered Snotlout inside. Valka sat in the living room floor with Torinth in her lap, sucking his thumb as his grandmother held his sister's hands and helped her stand up. Behind them, stood Astrid who was rocking Jadis as she paced back and forth. At hearing the door open, both women looked up, and fell sullen at the sight of Snotlout.

"Snotlout," Valka greeted politely as she helped Annly sit back down.

"'Bout time you showed up, muttonhead!" Astrid called venomously as she walked towards him.

Hiccup entered the house and closed the door behind them. Snotlout took a step back, not sure what to expect.

"Snotlout, I know this has been incredibly hard on you," Hiccup started. "No one should have to go through this. You will need help getting through this, whether you like it or not, and we're here for you."

Snotlout smiled in appreciation and opened his mouth to explain, while he really didn't need any help, he was thankful for the offer, but he was cut off by Hiccup.

"That being said, this stunt you pulled today, running off to save your honor and leaving your newborn daughter by herself in distress is outrageous."

Snotlout huffed a sigh. He should have known there'd be more to this.

"Snotlout, you're a father now," Hiccup continued. "You can't just run off on some quest or mission to boost your ego or status anymore. You have to take care of your daughter, and in order to do that, you have to be there for her. Not in spirit. Not in word. In person. As unfair as it is, you're the only parent Jadis has, she needs you."

"Hiccup, I get that," Snotlout sighed. "And I will be there. But If Jadis is going to have any chance of survival, I need to fix this mess."

"No. N-no," Hiccup stuttered frustratedly. "There's no fixing this problem. This isn't one of those things you can punch in the face and make go away. The only way you are going to make this better is by being there for your daughter."

"You don't know that," Snotlout challenged. "I might be able to patch this whole thing up. I'll finally make my dad proud of me, and if he's proud of me, he'll be proud of Jadis."

"Your father?" Hiccup yelled. "That's what you're worried about?"

"Just let me handle this, Hiccup, on my own."

"That's the problem, Snotlout," Astrid joined in. "You're not on your own anymore. You have Jadis now. You are never going to be on your own ever again. She needs you, and she needs you here. If you don't start being here for her now, you won't farther down the road, and she's going to grow up alone and thinking that her father doesn't love her."

"Of course I love her-"

"Then prove it! Stand strong for her!"

An uncomfortable silence fell over the room. Valka slowly stood up and walked towards the younger man.

"Do it for yourself too, lad," she gently encouraged. "If you fail to be a part of your child's life because you are too busy doing something else, you'll regret it for the rest of your life. I should know," Valka hung her head, and Hiccup turned away to hide the fact that his eyes had grown misty.

Valka set a gentle hand on Snotlout's shoulder. "Do us all a favor. Don't make the same mistake I did."

"I…" Snoutlout sighed. "I just…you guys don't understand…"

"Can you at least hold her?" Astrid all but hissed.

Snotlout flinched at her words, but cautiously held his arms out. Astrid set the tiny girl into them, and helped him position his hands so that they supported her head and back. Snotlout stared down at the little girl and a faint smile spread over his face.

"There's my warrior girl," he cooed softly as Jadis stared at him with grey eyes that mirrored his own. She reached out a hand and tapped his nose with her finger tips.

"Already learning how to narrow in on a target, aren't you? You'll be the pride of Berk yet," he grinned.

Hiccup, Astrid, and Valka all smiled while Snotlout continued to talk to his daughter as he headed to the door to go home. He stopped when he was one foot out, and turned back to the three adults a conflicted look on his face.

"Thanks," he started. "I'll…I'll drop her back off tomorrow so I can look for Eleetha."

A disappointed and pained groan escaped the Haddocks.

"I'm sorry, but I have to try. If I can't fix this by finding her, I have to fix it another way. I'm sorry."

And with that he closed the door.

Hiccup let out a sad chuckle. "He never was good at listening."

Astrid set an arm around his waist and buried her face in his shoulder. Hiccup set his arm around her shoulder and held her close.

"That poor little girl," Astrid sighed. "Barely a day old, and she already has an uphill climb."

Hiccup ran a hand over his face. "I can't imagine what he's going through. But still, you can't just leave your kid…you just can't…"

Hiccup walked to the doorway and held out his hand to open the door to go after Snotlout, but stopped. It was no use. He leaned his elbow on the doorframe and rubbed his chin. Astrid just watched him.

Still seated on the floor, blissfully unaware of the chaos that had just ensued, Annly began to babble contentedly to herself as she shook a wooden rattle in the air.

Hiccup turned to her and Torinth, who sat next to her, sucking his thumb and tapping his hand on a wooden ball. He tapped it too hard, causing it to roll away, so he removed his thumb from his mouth and began to crawl after it. A soft smile spread over Hiccup's face and he walked over to his two children.

"How are my miracles tonight?" He asked as he scooped Annly into his arms and set her on his hips. Hen then scooped up Torinth with his other arm, and set him on his other hip. Annly began her babbling again as Hiccup walked over to the couch and sat down.

"That a fact?" he asked the baby girl as he set her on one leg and her brother on the other. Annly held the rattle out to him, which he gently took and began rattling for her, to which she grinned and clapped her hands. Torinth watched with big, curious eyes, gently reaching for the rattle himself. Hiccup let him take it, rather than shake it, though, Torinth just ran a tiny figured over the patter carved into the side, relishing in the feeling of the bumps.

Astrid watched on and smiled. Hiccup had always been an amazing father, from the first moment the twins had come into their lives that shocking night on Dragon's Edge. But given the events of that night, she appreciated him even more. She sat down next to him as he let Annly curl up against his chest, listening to his heart beat, one of his arms forming a protective circle around her. Torinth was still examining the rattle with great interest, and Hiccup smiled at his son's inquisitiveness. Astrid ran a gentle finger across the back of Annly's head, and leaned her head on Hiccup's shoulder.

"I love you," she whispered. "I don't think I tell you that enough."

Hiccup turned to her and placed a kiss on the top of her head. "I love you too. More than I can ever say."

Astrid stared up at him, awe in her eyes. Hiccup smiled curiously at her. "What?"

"You're an amazing father," Astrid answered.

Hiccup shrugged. "I try."

"I'm serious," Astrid set a hand under his chin and turned his face towards her. "You are. Our children are the luckiest kids alive because they have you."

Hiccup shook his head. "No." He reached over Annly's sleepy form to brush Astrid bangs' out of her face. "They're lucky because they have you."

Valka suddenly walked over to the small family and scooped the two babies into her arms.

"I'm going to put these young ones, I have a feeling you two need to talk."

She disappeared upstairs. Hiccup and Astrid stared at each other for a while, then Hiccup leaned in and pressed his lips against Astrid's. Astrid returned the gesture, and wrapped he arms around his neck. Hiccup slipped his arms around her waist and pulled her tight against him. After a few moments, they parted, only for Hiccup to dive back in with much more vigor and passion than before. So much so, that Astrid let out a small squeak of surprise. His hands ran through her hair, and he held her even closer against him, almost as if her were afraid to let go. He eventually did have to release her for air, though.

"What was that for?" Astrid asked, amazed.

"I love you," Hiccup answered. "And I'm so thankful that I have you. You are an amazing wife and mother and I can't imagine what my life would be like if you just disappeared."

Astrid smiled and ran her fingers through his hair. "Well, you don't have to worry about that, because I'm not going anywhere."

"I know you're not," Hiccup replied. "And I'm glad I can rest easy at night knowing that."

Astrid smiled sympathetically at him again, and gave him a small peck on the lips. "Same here.


	3. Viddi Vastia Haddock

Viddi Vastia Haddock:

Valka hummed lowly in her throat as she rocked the sleeping twins on her lap. The only sounds other than her humming was Torinth sucking his thumb in his sleep, and Astrid muffled cries from the master bedroom. Valka worried a bit, of course, childbirth was always risky business, but Astrid was a strong woman who had already successfully delivered surprise twins. No doubt baby #3 would be fine.

Valka looked down at the sleeping toddlers and smiled. She knew she could put them to bed if she wanted, but she liked holding them. She had never gotten to be with Hiccup when he was their ages, and she knew they wouldn't stay this small forever. Of course she could look forward to baby #3's toddler days, but it wouldn't be Torinth or Annly.

She hummed her song again and placed a small kiss on both of the children's heads. Enjoying this quiet moment she got to have with her grandchildren.

Annly sighed in her sleep and mumbled; "I wanna pink and purple Toofwess baby.."

Valka chuckled as she nuzzled her nose into the three-year-old's hair.

"Oh, you silly wee lass," she grinned. Presently she heard a creaking at the door and turned to see Hiccup poking his head in.

"Mom?" he asked in a whisper. "Can I talk to you?"

Valka stood up and tucked her two grandchildren into bed. As she went about tucking the blankets around the toddlers she realized that Astrid's cries had stopped. Excitement boiled inside her as she made her way out into the hall where her son waited for her.

Once outside, though, she began to grow concerned. Hiccup's eyes were puffy, and his cheeks were red from crying. Valka quickly took her son's shoulders into her hands.

"Hiccup? What's wrong? Is the baby alright?"

"The baby's fine," Hiccup answered, then welled up in pride as he announced. "It's a girl."

Valka let out a small sigh of relief, before fear crept up in her again. "And Astrid?"

"Also fine, she did amazing."

"Then why are you crying?" Valka knitted her brow in confusion.

Hiccup gave a small, sad smile. "Well, it's the baby-"

"I thought you said she was alright."

"She is. But she, well," Hiccup rubbed the back of his neck before continuing. "She has red hair, and green eyes like…Mom, she looks like Dad."

Valka gasped, and clapped a hand to her mouth. "Oh," she sighed. "Can I see her?"

Hiccup nodded and led his mother into the master bedroom. He quietly opened the door and entered in. Valka cautiously followed him. Astrid lay propped against a pile of pillows, her hair spread out around her, drenched with sweat. Her eyes droopy with exhaustion, but filled with pride as she gazed down at the bundle in her arms.

Hiccup walked over to her and whispered something into her ear. Astrid nodded and let him take the baby from her arms. Hiccup slowly walked back to his mother, whispering something to the tiny child in his arms.

"Mom," he said as he reached her. "I want you to meet your new granddaughter."

Valka eagerly took the baby from her son and cradled her to her chest. A think mass of curly red hair covered her head, as she squinted her round nose. Her eyes were closed, but Valka could still see the resemblance to her late beloved. Even in the size, which was odd to say for a newborn, but she had the largest birth weight of a Haddock in two generations by far. Granted that was only two other births, one being premature, and the other being twins, but still.

"Oh," she gasped again as she began to rock the little girl back and forth. "Look at you, you darling, wee thing. Well, not so 'wee.' You're about the size of your brother, sister, and father combined at birth. No wonder it took your mother so long to bring you into this world."

Astrid let out an exhausted chuckled from where she lay, her eyes already closed as she welcomed sleep to overtake her.

The baby cooed, eliciting another cry of pride from her grandmother. "Oh, yes my dear! Oh, you're beautiful."

She turned to Hiccup, who was watching on with pride in his eyes. "What's her name?"

"Viddi," Hiccup answered. "Viddi Vastia Haddock."

"Vastia?" Valka raised an eyebrow curiously at the unusual middle name.

"Hiccup's idea," Astrid mumbled from the bed. "An after giving birth to our not-so-little bundle of joy, I was too exhausted to argue."

Hiccup rubbed the back of his neck nervously. "Well, um, Stoick's alredy been used for Torinth's middle name, and even if it wasn't, it's a boy's name. So, I decided we could use a spin on his title "the Vast" for the middle name since she looks so much like him."

Valka smiled. "He'd give you a hard time about it, but he'd be thrilled to have two of your children named for him." Viddi cooed again, opening her eyes that were the same shade of green as her father and grandfather. Valka beamed at her.

"Yes, he'd be very thrilled, my darling Viddi."

Hiccup smiled again at his mother and daughter, then gently made his way to the bed and sat down next to Astrid, planting a small kiss to her forehead. She grinned sleepily, but didn't move or open her eyes. Hiccup whispered sweetly in her ear, earning a wider grin from her, and making her turn her head towards him. Hiccup bent down and pressed a gentle kiss to her lips.

Valka ignored them, still entranced by the newest addition to the Haddock household, who was starting to drift off to sleep. Valka let a sad smile spread across her face.

"You do look like him, my not-so-wee darling. If only he could see you."

**AN: If any of you are wondering Viddi weighs about 8 ½ to 9 pounds at birth. So yeah, she's a big chubby baby. But still adorable!**


	4. Mommy's Little Protectors

Mommy's Little Protectors:

This was Astrid's least favorite part of motherhood: being confined to bed rest for a week after birth. Of course she knew why it had to be this way, you needed time to heal following a birth, especially after giving birth to a baby as big as Viddi. But just because she understood the purpose of something didn't mean she liked it. Today, though, she had some visitors. Valka had to go run some errands, so the twins had been left in the master bedroom with their supposed-to-be-resting mother. Not that Astrid cared. She needed a change of scenery. Plus, as occupied as she would with caring for the newest addition, she missed her two older miracles.

Annly and Torinth were playing on Hiccup's side of the bed (that was currently unoccupied because he was out doing his chiefing business), creating some elaborate war between the wooden figures and the stuffed animals. Or rather, Annly was creating a war between the wooden figures and stuffed animals. Torinth was too fascinated by the squirming little thing feeding in his mother's arms. He'd reach out every now and then and poke the blankets covering his new sister, as if to see if she'd jump out at him or something.

Annly, it seemed, had already gotten used to the baby. She'd been overjoyed the entire first day after Viddi's birth, running all about the village proclaiming "I's got a new sister! Here name is Viddi!" But that was three days ago, now the baby was just a part of everyday life for her, tip of the hat really. She ahrdly paid mind to the fussy infant laid over her mother's shoulder to burp as she knocked a stuffed yak off the bed with a wooden Nadder.

"You didn't t'ink fast enough, Ravi," she shook her head in disgust at the shamed stuffed toy as she hopped off the bed to fetch it.

Astrid laughed at her daughter's antics as she through "Ravi" back onto the covers and hopped back up after it.

"Now," she told the yak. "Watch Uma," she picked up a stuffed seagull and held it in the air. "She know w'at up."

Astrid laughed again. "You're a mess, child."

"No," Annly frowned. "I c'ean. I take a bat' 'is mawning!"

Astrid laughed again. "I know, you're just silly."

Annly huffed a sigh. "'at's Daddy's fault too, huh?"

Astrid about busted a gut as she , bent over to place Viddi in her crib. "Yes, it's Daddy's fault," she answered as she snatched the little girl into her lap, causing her to squeal.

"Because you're too smart for your own good," Astrid ruffled the little girl's hair as she spoke, and sighed. "Too smart." Annly wiggled out of her mother's grip and smoothed her hair back out, and indignant scowl on her face. "Just like your father."

Torinth watched on with a calm, indifferent look on his face. A look his father had often worn during their younger, riding days whenever the older twins would cause self-harm or shenanigans to each other. Come to think of it, Hiccup still wore that face around Ruffnut and Tuffnut. And so did Torinth.

Astrid smiled at him, and tapped him on the shoulder. He turned and looked at her, and she signed "you're too smart for your own good, too."

Torinth paused for a moment, then signed back one word.

"Okay."

Astrid chuckled and poked him in the belly, causing him to recoil in smiles.

"Oh, no, Uma gots the mads!" Annly cried as she began to violently beat the seagull against the bed. She stopped abruptly, and handed to wooden Vikings to Torinth.

"'Old dese," she instructed.

Torinth stared down at the two toys in his hands, looked at the pile of toys on the bed, then tossed the pair of Vikings into his mother's lap and picked up his favorite toy Night Fury and hugged it to his chest.

"Uma and Ravi gonna fall into the sea!" Annly screamed. "Asher's gots to save 'dem!" She picked up a stuffed Nightmare and began running around the room, making dragon calls as she did so. Torinth watched her for only a few seconds, then began to throw his Night Fury into the air and catch it repeatedly.

Annly squealed and somersaulted back onto the bed, right into Torinth, knocking him backwards.

"Annly, be careful!" Astrdi scolded as she reached for her son. "Torinth, are you okay?" she asked, forgetting for a moment in her motherly panic that her son couldn't hear.

Torinth sat back up and Annly leaned towards him in concern. "Torint'?"

Torinth looked at his sister in disgust, then stuck out his tongue and blew raspberries at her. Annly recoiled and wiped her face. "Ew! Torint'! 'At nasty!"

She scowled at him. He scowled back, and blew raspberries again.

Annly tackled him, and he retaliated. Astrid reached over and broke the twins apart.

"Alright, you two. Enough!"

As this was going about, a creaking came from the door. Astrid turned, expecting to see Hiccup, or Valka, but was shocked to find…

"Spitelout?"

"G'day, Astrid, I was just coming by to see how you and the new baby were doing."

Astrid clutched the blankets up to her chest, as she was wearing nothing but a very loose night gown to make nursing Viddi easier. The twins, seeming to catch onto their mother's distress, stopped their quarrelling and turn all their attention to the big man in the room.

"We're both fine," Astrid replied in a polite, but obviously irritated tone. "Thank you."

Spitelout nodded, a smug smile, that made Astrid very uncomfortable, on his face as he walked towards the cradle. Astrid scooted closer to the edge of the bed, closer to her baby as Spitelout leaned over and looked down at her.

"My, my, healthy specimen, isn't she?"

"Yes," Astrid replied, unsure where this was going. "She a very healthy baby. Hiccup and I are blessed."

"That ye are," Spitelout agreed. "It would seem you're very good at delivering healthy babies. 'Cept for that one," Spitelout pointed at Torinth. "But that wasn't yer fault, you got attacked whiel with child. Coulda happened to anyone."

"Excuse me!" Astrid dropped the blanket as she set her hands on her hips. How dare he say such things about her son? And right in front of him!

"Is he saying mean t'ings about Torint', Mommy?" Annly asked as she crawled closer to the action.

"Yes," Astrid answered through gritted teeth.

"Don' say mean t'ings 'bout my bwot'er!" Annly shouted as she jumped to her feet and crossed her arms. "Only I's can do t'at, 'cuz I's don' really mean it!"

"Oh my, touched a nerve did I?" Spitelout asked as he took a step back. "Alright, alright, my apologies. I didn't mean to upset anyone."

Astrid all but growled at him as Torinth, seeming to guess that he was being talked about, curled up in her lap, and she locked her arms around him.

"Besides, I only meant to complement you on your healthy strong brood, and to offer you a proposal."

Astrid's eyes narrowed. She didn't like where this was going. "What do you mean?"

"Well, as you know, my son's wife has been missing for three years now, and he still has no sons, just one measly daughter-"

"Jadis seems like a very strong and healthy child to me."

"Yes, but she's small," Spitelout rolled his eyes. "Moving on. Since we need a boy to carry on the Jorgenson name, and Eleetha's nowhere to be found, I was wondering if you would mind…erm..shal wee say, assisting in our dilemma. Snotlout's always fancied you, anyways, and it-"

"How dare you!?" Astrid thundered. "How dare you even suggest that I cheat on my husband just so you can get a grandson. And after I've just given birth to Hiccup's child no less. Third child, I might add!"

"Oh, come on," Spitelout groaned. "It would only be one time. You're obviously fertile, you can give Hiccup, oh, I don't know…six more babies to make up for it."

"You really think that's gonna work?" Astrid was fuming. "You really think this is how the world works? To revolve around you and your every whim?"

"Look, it's a-"

"Get out!"

"Now, listen-"

**"****Get out!"**

"Now-"

"Hey," Annly jumped in front of her mother, crushing on of her mother's toes in the process, and faced the huge man down. "You make Mommy mad! And Mommy tell you to go, so go!"

Spitelout glared at the child. "You really think you can tell me what to do, little girl?"

"Uh-huh. I live here and you don't!" Annly crossed her arms with total confidence. Spitelout was taken aback by the girls' logic, but soon recovered.

"Now listen here, little girl-"

"I not little," Annly insisted. "I dwink milk!"

Spitelout had to take a moment to process the comeback again. He opened his mouth to say something, but Annly cut him off.

"You need to dwink more milk, instead of that funny smelling stuff that make you act silly."

Spitelout was absolutely dumbfounded for a moment.

"Now…now you listen here, you little brat, you-"

Annly turned her back to Spitelout to turn to her brother.

"Torint', I can use help here!"

Torinth stood up and walked to his sister's side, a scowl on his face.

"Oh, now what?" Spitelout rolled his eyes. "Are you going to grunt me away?"

"Hey!" Astrid shouted, but the man and two toddlers ignored her.

Torinth scowled at Spitelout a while longer, then tossed one of the wooden Vikings he'd left in Astrid's lap earlier right at Spitelout's head. Spitelout grabbed his forehead as he shouted in pain and stumbled backwards.

"Ow! What in the name of-" the other Viking hit him in the nose. "Oh!"

The two twins chuckled at the older man's pain. At that moment, the door opened and a very concerned looking Hiccup stepped in.

"What on earth is going on?" he asked, before practically jumping out of skin at the sight of the old Viking rolling on the floor, clutching a bloody nose. "Spitelout? Kids, Astrid, what is-"

"He say mean t'ings about Torint', and then say t'ings at make Mommy mad," Annly explained as she pointed to Spitelout. "So I tell him to leave, and Torinth threw toys at him."

"That so?" Hiccup asked in a disapproving voice as he turned to the older Viking.

"Let me explain, lad-"

"Yeah, go ahead," Astrid crossed her arms in amusement. "Go on explain how you came in here proposing that I go lie down and have a child with Spitelout so you can get a grandson to carry on your ever-so-glorious name behind my husband's back. I'd love to see you pin that in a reasonable light."

"You what?!" Hiccup was practically fuming.

"Now let me explain, lad."

Hiccup crossed his arms, waiting for the explanation, just so he'd have all the more reason to sock Spitelout in the face.

"It would only be one time, and-"

"Yup, heard enough," Hiccup announced as he grabbed the older man by the arm and slung him out of the room, following after him, shouting: "Get out of my house!"

The ruckus and groaning downstairs indicated that Hiccup was giving Spitelout more than just a piece of his mind as he led, or forced, him out of the house. He returned upstairs and into the bedroom.

"The nerve!" he fumed as he sat down on the bed and took Astrid's face in his hands, going from angry to concerned in an instant. "He didn't hurt you, did he?"

Astrid smiled and shook her head. Hiccup placed a tender, but prolonged kiss her forehead, before leaving a shorter, but still as soft, kiss to her lips.

"Ew!" Annly cried as she and her brother covered their faces in disgust.

The couple turned to their children and Astrid pulled them into her lap. "I had a couple of Viking warriors protecting me."

"Oh, did you now?" Hiccup asked as he beamed at his two children. The twins nodded enthusiastically.

"We kick his butt!" Annly cheered.

"That you did, my little shield maiden," Hiccup agreed as he rubbed his nose against his daughter's. "And you," Hiccup set a hand on Torinth's head, before signing "Good job Warrior" with the other.

Torinth thought a while, then singed back a single word.

"Okay."


	5. A Pull Out Bed

A Pull Out Bed

"Wah! Wah! Wah!"

Hiccup groaned as he rubbed the grogginess out of his eyes. After making it through twins, he would have thought caring for a single newborn would have been easy, but Viddi was already proving to be quite the handful at only three weeks. He reached into the cradle at the foot of the bed and pulled the screaming infant into his arms.

"What's the matter this time, baby girl?" he asked. Viddi continued to scream, swatting at the air with her fists. It didn't sound like she was hungry, and Astrid had fed her less than an hour ago, so she should still be satisfied. Hiccup set the baby down in his lap and undid the blanket cocooning her to check her diaper. It was wet, but nothing else.

"What's she crying about n-" Astrid mumbled as she began to stir. Hiccup set is hand on her shoulder to keep her from sitting up.

"I've got it, go back to sleep."

Astrid gladly obliged as Hiccup strapped on his prosthetic leg, (which he could now do one-handed thanks to fatherhood), carried his daughter to the changing table, and replaced the problem garment.

He wrap her back up. Though it was mid-spring, it was still Berk, and the nights were still cold, as evident by Viddi's shivering and whimpering.

"You're alright," Hiccup assured the fussy child as he scooped her back into his arms, and cradled her to his warm, beating chest.

"There, all better." He kissed her forehead. Viddi still fussed. Hiccup sighed. There was nothing else wrong so she probably just wanted attention, which he would have been happy to give at any time, but the middle of the night. None-the-less, he was her father, so he placed a small kiss on her forehead, and headed out of his bedroom.

He rocked Viddi back and forth gently as he walked down the hall, peeking into the twins' room. They were both sound asleep in their beds, Annly in her usual disheveled mess, and Torinth curled up into his little ball. Viddi stopped her fussing and began to turn her head, looking about the room.

"Oh, recognize this room already, don't you?" Hiccup asked as he took a few quiet steps in so as not to disturb his older children. "You know this is brother and sister's room, huh?" Viddi beat her hands against the air, and began to squirm her legs around in her blanket. As she searched for her older siblings.

"Where do you think you're going?" Hiccup asked as he set one hand on her belly. He scrunched his fingers ever so slightly, earning a grin and what might have been the beginning of a laugh from Viddi. "Are you already trying to crawl off." Viddi grinned again and began trying to latch onto her father's fingers. Hiccup helped her out, and she began to latch her mouth around his fingertips. Hiccup smiled at the baby, then turned and checked at the toddlers one more time. Satisfied that they were still asleep and well, Hiccup quietly closed the door behind him and began down the steps.

Toothless and Stormfly both slept on stone slabs in the living room, their breaths humming softly in the air. Toothless opened one eye at the sound of Hiccup's metal leg clinking on the stairs, the rolled back over into sleep. A few stray embers of the fire glowed in the dark as Hiccup began to pace back and forth across the living room bouncing his little girl in his arms. Viddi squirmed in his embrace, growing restless once again.

"Now, what's that for?" Hiccup asked as Viddi began crying again. "Oh, goodness." Hiccup set her against his shoulder and began patting her back. "Viddi, Viddi, Viddi. You are absolutely precious but you're a mess." Viddi grunted as if in response. Hiccup chuckled and kissed the tip of her nose. He swayed his upper body from side to side and began to sing softly to her in a surprisingly sweet and clear voice.

_"__I have a dream_

_You are there_

_High above the clouds somewhere_

_Rain is falling from the sky_

_But it never touches you_

_You're way up high_

_No more worries_

_No more fears_

_You have made them disappear_

_Sadness tried to steal the show_

_But now it feels like many years ago…"_

A clattering noise came from behind Hiccup, shocking him and Viddi, causing the little girl to shriek in fear. Hiccup clutched Viddi closer to him as he moved to investigate. The rack holding the fireplace tools had been knocked over, but how he couldn't tell. A scampering noise came from further down the hall. Tucking his daughter into the crook of his arm, and grabbing a sword from off the wall with his other hand.

"No! Pwease don't cut me Mr. Chief, sir!" A small voice cried from behind the couch. Hiccup jumped and turned around to find Jadis peeking out from behind the arm of the couch.

"Jadis!" Hiccup sighed as he put the sword back on the wall. "Don't sneak up on me like that, I could have seriously hurt you."

Jadis hung her head. "I'm sorry, Mr. Chief."

Viddi was still crying, Hiccup rocked the baby back and forth, rubbing her back.

"Sh, sh, sh, sh," he whispered. "It's alright, it's just Jadis, she doesn't bite."

Hiccup gave Jadis a small grin, and he won a small grin back. Viddi stopped crying but still squirmed uneasily.

"What are you doing here, Jadis?" Hiccup asked as he sat down on the couch, patting Jadis to sit down next to her as he bounced Viddi on his leg. Jadis hung her head in shame as she shuffled closer to Hiccup.

"I'm sorry, Mr. Chief, I didn't want to scare you or your baby."

"It's okay," Hiccup assured her as he patted the couch next to him. Jadis crawled up next to him. She kept her head down, and held her folded hands in her lap.

"Why are you here, Jadis? It's the middle of the night. Shouldn't you be with your daddy?"

"Daddy and Grampa were fighting. They always fight when drink the funny smelling stuff, and they get loud. So I sleep over here."

"Everytime they fight, you come and sleep over here?" Hiccup asked, his heart tightening.

"Uh-huh," Jadis answered.

"Where do you sleep at?" Hiccup asked, wondering how many times Jadis had come over without anyone's knowledge before.

Jadis hopped off the couch and ran over to the basket that held extra blankets, yarn, knitting needles, and scraps of cloth. She climbed into the basket and then pulled one of the blankets out to cover herself in.

Hiccup shook his head as he stood up and tucked his baby into the crook of his arm. "Jadis, get out of there. There are needles you can hurt yourself on in there."

"I know," Jadis answered. "I know to be careful."

"No, I don't want you in there even if you're being careful," Hiccup bent down and helped Jadis out. How many times had this little girl snuck into his house to sleep in a basket because her father and grandfather were fighting?

"Jadis, how many times have you come in here?"

"I dunno. A bunch."

Hiccup felt his chest clench up.

"Do you always sleep in the basket, and how do you get in?"

Jadis walked over to a loose floor board and pried it up. "I crawl under the house and come up here."

"Jadis, there could be wild animals or sharp thing under there that can hurt you," Hiccup sighed. "Why didn't you tell us you were coming over here?"

"I didn't want to get in trouble," Jadis answered.

"You're not gonna get in trouble," Hiccup bent down to Jadis' level. "If you need a place to say we'll give it to you, but I don't want you getting hurt."

Jadis nodded. Viddi began to grow sleepy against Hiccup's shoulder. "Wait here for a moment."

Hiccup walked back up the stairs to his bedroom and set Viddi down in her cradle. He kissed the baby's forehead then walked back to the living room. Jadis stood in the middle of the room, shifting uneasily. Hiccup smiled to try and put her at ease.

"I've been working on a new invention for a while, want to see me test it out?" he asked. Jadis nodded eagerly. Hiccup walked over to the couch and pulled off the cushions, revealing a wooden slab with a circle drilled into the corners of the slab. Hiccup reached into a pocket in the couch and pulled sticks that he screwed into the holes. He then pulled on a rope handle and pulled out a mattress. He folded out a bed, and then set a cushion on the foot of the fold out bed.

Jadis squealed in delight. "A secret bed!"

"Yes, a secret bed hidden in the couch, and you can use this whenever you come over, just come get me to fold it out for you."

Jadis jumped onto the bed in excitement and snuggled her head into the cushion pillow. Hiccup threw one of the spare blankets over her. He then set another blanket around his shoulders and headed outside. He trekked his way to the Jorgenson house. He banged his fist against the door. No answer. He knocked again. Still no answered. Hiccup pushed the door open, and found Snotlout passed out in the middle of the floor, drunk. Spitelout was sprawled out on the couch, as plastered as his son. Hiccup just shook his head as he closed the door.

"What are you doing, Snotlout?" he whispered as he began to trek back to his house. Jadis was snuggled deep under the blankets as when he entered the door.

"Are you okay, Jadis?" Hiccup asked as he closed the door.

"Yes, Mr. Chief, thank you."

"Your, welcome." Hiccup stopped at the foot of the stairs, then turned to the toddler. "You're a good kid, Jadis. Remember that. Good night."


	6. I Understand Now

**AN:** **Lots of injuries in this one, be warned. May not be best for queasy readers.**

**Annly and Torinth: 12**

**Viddi: 9**

**Jiniva: 6**

**Handalf: 2**

I Understand Now:

"Berserker attack!"

The bells rang across the island as dragon riders and warriors raced to Defend Berk while the children and elderly scurried to find shelter. Hiccup leapt off of Toothless' back, landing on a Berserkers back, slamming his metal leg into the back of the enemy's head, knocking him out cold. He then grabbed the man by the scruff of his shirt, throwing him in the air so a passing by dragon could grab him and throw him in the prison.

"Argh!" Hiccup whirled around and saw another Berserker racing towards him with a mace in hand. Hiccup waited, hand on his sword, waiting for the perfect moment and…

With one swift motion he dodged the swing, brought up his sward and bashed the end of his handle into the man's skull, rendering him unconscious. He was reaching down to toss up his newest victim, when he heard a shout from behind.

"Hiccup!"

Hiccup turned to find his mother jumping off Cloudjumper and running towards him.

"Mom, what's-"

"It's Torinth," Valka gasped as she reached her son. Hiccup felt like someone had filled his chest with ice water.

"What about Torinth?"

"I went to the cove to check on the children, and Torinth wasn't there. Annly said a Berseker found them in the woods, and he stayed to distract him."

Hiccup felt his stomach drop to the center of the earth. He whistled for Toothless, who swooped from he'd landed on a perch of one of the house, where he'd been commanding the dragons as alpha. The black Night Fury leaped to his riders side. In a flash he swung onto his dragon, and they darted off. They sped over the dragon between Berk and the cove, Hiccup searching desperately for his son.

"C'mon, son, where are you?" he whispered, his voice shaking.

Hiccup scanned over the landscape below, desperately looking for his little boy.

A bloodcurdling scream filled the air from directly below. Without hesitation, Hiccup jumped from Toothless back, diving through the trees to the ground. As he broke through the branches, he saw a sight that made his heart stopped. A burly Berserker man stood on the forest floor, hovering over 12-years-old Torinth, who was lying in a pool of blood with his sword knocked aside, the Berserker raising a jagged sword over the boy's head.

Hiccup leaned to the side, changing his trajectory so he could launch himself off of a tree trunk, propelling himself towards the Berserker. He knocked the Berserker off his feet, causing him to drop his sword. Hiccup somersaulted himself back on his feet. Pulled out his sword, and ignited it. The Berserker jumped to his feet, barring his fists ready to fight. He quickly found himself on the retreat, however, as Hiccup charged toward him, swing the burning blade within inches of his neck, scorching the skin of his chin and face. He jumped back to avoid the flame and sharp edge of the blade, and ended up falling over.

With the enemy stunned, Hiccup took a moment to check on his son. Torinth was unconscious, and his body was covered in cuts, and he had a very nasty gash on his side, but he was breathing. The Berserker let out a strange and loud shrieking sound from behind. Hiccup turned to face him once more, only to see a green liquid coming straight towards him. Knowing exactly what it was, Hiccup snatched his shield off his back and held it up to protect his face and torso, planting his feet, or foot, in firm place in front of Torinth. The acid made impact and, as Hiccup had expected, bits of it went over his shield and landed on his hand, upper arm, and back. Knowing he only had a few minutes before the acid would eat through his armor and to his skin.

He dropped the shield, reignited the sword, and dove towards the Berserker. By now the enemy had regained his sword and was ready to fight. He raised his sword above his head, ready to strike Hiccup down, but Hiccup easily dodged the blow and slashed the Berserker across the back, burning and gashing the foe. The Berserker shouted in pain and tumbled to the ground. Without missing a beat, Hiccup bashed his metal leg into his head, knocking him out.

A wet weight splattered onto his back, and he could hear his armor dissolving. He turned around, and saw a Changewing stalking towards him. He dropped his sword, and raised his hands, ready to do whatever he had to do to get the dragon away from him and his son.

A Night Fury's cry filled the air, as Toothless sprinted through the woods and pounced onto the Changewing. Before Hiccup could even respond, he heard the Berserker's war cry again, and he turned to find the enemy charging towards him, fists in the air. Hiccup put up his fist, but he wasn't fast enough. With a sickening crack, he was knocked off of his feet by a blow to the jaw. Hiccup scrambled to get back on his feet, but he felt a foot in his chest. The Berserker lifted his sword over his head, ready to cut Hiccup down. Hiccup grabbed the Berserkers leg, and with one roll, flipped him off his feet. Now on top, Hiccup began pummeling the Berserker in the face, over, and over, and over again.

A panicked Changewing's shrieked filled the air. Hiccup hopped off the Berserker, predicting exactly what happened next. The Changewing flashed over to the Berserker, snatched him up, and flew off.

With the danger gone, Hiccup raced to his son's side. Torinth had begun to stir a bit, whimpering in pain ever so slightly. Hiccup scooped the boy into his arms.

"It's okay, son," he whispered, even though he knew Torinth couldn't here him. "I've got you, you're gonna be okay."

He mounted Toothless, with his little boy in his arms, and they took off. The few minutes it took to get back to Berk were too long for him. The minute Toothless touched down, Hiccup jumped off his dragon and carried his son to the healer's hut, banging on the door. Heather answered the door, and gasped at the sight and immediately pulled the two into the hut. To Hiccup's shock and dismay, though, Heather immediately took Torinth from Hiccup's arms, and raced him into one room, while pushing Hiccup towards another. Hiccup tried to go after them, but he felt a strong hand on his arms, pulling him back.

"Let me go!" he screeched. "I need to get to my son!"

"Hiccup!" a familiar voice called to him. Hiccup turned and saw Fishlegs holding him back and pulling him towards a bench.

"Hiccup, look at yourself!"

Hiccup looked down. Half of his armor and shirt was completely gone, and his skin was yellow and blistering. He stopped fighting, and Fishlegs threw him onto the bench. He cut away the remainder of Hiccup's armor and shirt and began dowsing buckets of water over his boiled skin over, and over, and over again.

"Changewing?" Fishlegs asked.

Hiccup nodded, biting down on his lip to keep himself from crying out in pain.

"Thor, these are awful, Hiccup!" Fishlegs gasped. "Didn't you do anything to treat them on the spot."

Hiccup shook his head "no."

"Why not?" Fishlegs sounded like a disappointed mother. "You know that if you don't treat a Changewing attack immediately, it could eat away-"

"I was a little preoccupied trying to protect my son."

"You could have died!"

"Don't be melodramat-augh!" Hiccup gritted his teeth as another bucket of ice cold water poured over his wounds. "How's Torinth?"

"I don't know," Fishlegs answered.

"Well, can you go find out?"

"No, I need to clean your burns."

"Oh, so that burning ice water you've been dunking over me for the past ten minutes was just a warm up."

"It takes at least twenty minutes, to ensure that the acid is gone."

"It's gone, Fishlegs. I can't feel it, now let me go check on my son." Hiccup began to stand up, but Fishlegs jerked him back onto

"No, not yet, we still have to doctor it up after it's been cleaned."

"We can take a break, let me see him," Hiccup started to stand up again, but Fishlegs pushed him back on the bench, and the with one swift kick, knocked his prosthetic leg off.

"Oh, come on! Let me-"

"No, Hiccup, you have to let me take care of this."

"But-"

"No buts!"

Hiccup slumped on the bench as Fishlegs finished dumping water over him, and began dabbing the wounds dry with a towel. Hiccup scanned the floor, looking for where his leg had been kicked off to, and found it a few feet away. Trying his best to look inconspicuously as possibly, Hiccup reached with his good leg to try to push the leg closer to him. Fishlegs noticed, however, and kicked his prosthetic farther away.

"Oh, come on!"

"You have to let me fix this up!" Fishlegs growled, getting frustrated. "You could get a serious infection if you don't."

"It will only take a few minutes-"

"No, it won't."

"What would you do if this were you and Thistle, or Rowan?"

"I know exactly what I'd do, which is why I know it won't be just a minute," Fishlegs answered as he began smearing mineral oil over the burns.

Hiccup grumbled to himself in his throat, tapping his foot nervously as he waited, defeated, for Fishlegs to finish.

"Can you at least tell me about the other four?"

"With your mother last time I heard."

The minute Fishlegs finished tying off the last bandage, he stood up on his one leg.

"Okay, give me my leg."

Fishlegs sighed agitatedly, and handed Hiccup his leg. Hiccup strapped it on, and headed out of the room, towards Torinth's room. Just as he approached the door, Heather came out.

"Torinth's fine, he took a pretty bad beating and he'll be hurting a while, but he'll be okay."

Hiccup let out a relieved sigh, and pushed past Heather into the room. Torinth laid on one of the beds, bandages covering his arms and lower waist. A small red stain poked through the right side of the waist bandage, but the rest were pristine white. Torinth opened his sky blue eyes, and seeing his father, reached out a hand ever so slightly. Hiccup immediately knelt next to him, taking his son's hand in his, and running his other hand through his hair.

"Hey, buddy," he smiled, holding his son's hand to his face, then blurted out, without slowing down to ensure his son could read his lips: "You scared me to death!"

Torinth gave a small smile, then gave the signs for brother and sister.

"They're fine," Hiccup did make sure to speak solely this time. "Your grandmother has them."

Torinth let out a relieved sigh and smiled again.

The door to the room busted open and Astrid rushed to the bedside.

"Torinth!" she shrieked. "Baby, are you okay?"

Torinth nodded, and gave the "ok" sign.

Astrid snatched the boy into her arms and held him close. As she held her son close, Astrid looked over at Hiccup, and let out a shocked and frightened gasp. Hiccup, confused, looked down at himself. His entire upper body from his neck to his waist was bandaged up. Curious, Hiccup pulled back some of the bandages on his shoulder, to reveal that his skin had been completely replaced by red boils. Now it was his turn to give a gasp, this was worse than he thought. He quickly put the bandage back, and looked back up at his wife. One look, and he knew she'd seen the blisters.

The door opened again, and Valka, the other four children, and Gobber stepped in.

"Tori'!" Handalf cried as he toddled over to his brother's bed. Torinth smiled and snuggled him to his chest.

"Whoa!" Jiniva exclaimed as she saw the bandages. "I'll bet you get some awesome scars!"

"Jin!" Annly scolded, looking like she was about to cry at the sight of her twin in such a condition.

"Well, I must say, lad, I expected you to be in a lot worse shape than this," Gobber nodded, impressed at the sight.

"Gobber!" Now it was Astrid's turn to scold.

"What? It's a compliment," Gobber shrugged as he ruffled the little boy's hair. "At this rate you'll be Berk's greatest swordsman by the time you're sixteen!" Gobber then turned to Hiccup.

"How are you feeling?"

"Fine," Hiccup answered.

"Good," Gobber nodded before smacking Hiccup over the head with his hook. "Then what were you thinking, you mutton head."

"Ouch!" Hiccup turned to glare at Gobber, then noticed everyone in the room staring at them. "Can we talk about this outside?"

Hiccup led the older man into the hall, where Gobber all but exploded. "Changewing acid!? You flew all the way here covered in Changewing acid, and you didn't wash it off? Did you not think, lad?"

"I didn't have time," Hiccup explained. "I had to get Torinth here."

"You are in much worse condition than Torinth right now."

"No I'm not."

"Hiccup, you're skin is completely gone from your waist to your neck!"

"It's not completely gone, it's just-"

"Blistered and boiled, I know, that's as good as gone!"

Hiccup opened his mouth but Gobber cut him off.

"You could have been killed, Hiccup, did you not think about yourself?"

"No, because I was too worried about my son!" Hiccup cried.

Gobber opened his mouth to say something, then stopped, a sad look in his eye. Hiccup stared, stunned.

"Gobber?"

"I know," Gobber nodded. "I know, you were just looking after your boy. I just…I just don't want it to happen again, and it came close today."

Gobber walked off. Hiccup stood stunned, thinking about what Gobber had said. After a few moments, he peaked back into Torinth's room, and saw his family and curled up in the bed together, chattering and fussing over his brave swordsman. Hiccup smiled then, sure that everyone was safe, walked out of the healer's hut. The Berserkers had left now, and everyone was busy cleaning up. No one noticed as their chief walked through the village to the statue of the late Stoick the Vast.

Hiccup stood there a while, staring up at his father's image. For years, he'd lived knowing it was while saving his life that his father had died. Though he'd never admitted it, he'd always been a little guilty, perhaps even confused by it, wishing he could change it somehow.

Hiccup looked down at his bandages. The echoing of Fishleg's and Gobber's words still rang in his ears.

"You could have died."

How much longer would it have taken for the acid to burn through to something important? Ten? Fifteen minutes longer? And it wasn't until even after the fact that he'd realized how close to death he'd gotten.

Hiccup looked up at his father's statue again, and let a sad smile spread across his lips as he whispered:

"I understand now."


	7. I Thought I Lost You

I Thought I Lost You:

Astrid slowly opened her eyes. A stream of sunlight penetrated through the window and stung her eyes. She scrunched up her face as she tried to sit up, only to collapse back to the bed, clutching her stomach in excruciating pain. Her head began hammering behind her brow, as she groaned. What the heck…

"Astrid?"

Turning to look to her side, Astrid saw Hiccup picking up his head from where it had been resting on his crossed arms on the mattress as he sat in a chair pulled up to her side of the bed. There were bags under his eyes, and his cheeks were red and puffy. Astrid scowled in confusion. Why was he sitting up next to her instead of lying on his side of the bed as always? And had he…had he been crying?

Hiccup lifted his head a bit more, and his eyes grew wide as they rested on her.

"Astrid!" He launched forward from his chair and seated himself on the edge of the bed, grasping her face in his hands as he hovered over her. Astrid jumped at the gesture, startled by his urgency. He was staring a hole in face, as if he was afraid she'd evaporate in front of him if he looked away.

"You're awake," he sighed in relief as he ran his thumb over her cheekbone.

"What…what happened…?" Astrid asked confused as she tried to sit up, only to groan in pain again.

"No, don't try to get up," Hiccup gently pushed her back to the bed. "You've had a rough week."

"Week!?" Astrid shouted, confused and a bit terrified. "What in Thor's name-"

Astrid's heart dropped. She placed a hand over her throbbing stomach, and her entire being grew cold to find it was flat. Tears began to sting the brim of her eyes as her vision grew blurry. Her throat tighten, but she somehow managed to choke out three words:

"Hiccup…the baby…"

"He's fine," Hiccup assured her, as a flood of relief overwhelmed her, causing the freshly formed tears to fall. "Mom has him. He's alright."

"He?" Astrid turned to Hiccup, a smile playing on her lips. "We have a boy?"

Hiccup smiled as he nodded. "Yeah. Torinth finally has a brother."

Astrid let out a small chuckle of joy, sending shock waves of burning pain through her torso.

"Easy," Hiccup's face turned concerned as he smoothed her hair out of her face. Astrid frowned in confusion as she clutched her aching abdomen.

"Hiccup, why am I like this?" Astrid asked.

Hiccup grew silent, gently running his fingers through her golden locks with on hand, while intertwining the fingers of his others with hers.

"What's the last thing you remember, Astrid?"

"I…" Astrid shook her head. "I don't know…"

"Try to remember something."

Astrid closed her eyes, and pressed her mind for any memory. "I…I remember going into labor…and telling you, and you helping me to our room, and getting the kids to your mom…I…I think I remember the midwife coming, and I started pushing and then…" Astrid gasped, as the images began to come back in quicker fashion.

"I…I…remember her saying something was wrong. I asked what and she, she wouldn't say, just told me to stop pushing and get ready…I asked get ready for what…then she said something to you…I didn't hear it, so I tried to ask what it was and then…"

Astrid opened up her eyes, confusion swimming wildly in her mind as she tried to make since of everything. "…pain…I don't remember what happened after that, I just remember…pain…and pushing…and…I don't just…PAIN…worse than any of the other labors…I…Hiccup, what in the name of Odin happened to me?"

She turned to her husband, only to find him staring down, a tear slowly rolling down his cheek.

Astrid jumped slightly at the sight, causing her throbbing stomach to surge in its aching, making her hiss. Fighting through the wave of burning, she turned back the emotional wreck sitting next to her.

"Hiccup?"

There was a long, uncomfortable pause before Hiccup took in a shaky breath, and began to explain.

"The baby was upside down."

Astrid gasped, fear gripping her heart. She'd heard horror stories of how women and babies had died because the baby was in the wrong position.

"He was coming out feet first," Hiccup continued. "The midwife managed to get him turned around but in order to do that…well…" Hiccup shifted uneasily. "…she had to push him back in an then…turn him around inside you so he could come out right…but…"

Hiccup turned his back to Astrid covering his face in his hand.

"Hiccup?" Astrid set a hand on his shoulder, trying to get him to look t her. Hiccup only shook his head, a sniffling sob escaping him.

"Hiccup?" Astrid asked again.

Hiccup finally turned his head to look at her, but kept his back turned. Tears filled his eyes, and his voice was little more than a whisper. "I've never heard you scream like that, Astrid."

Astrid's throat tightened at the sight of Hiccup so distraught. She didn't know what to say, and even if she did, her voice had left her, so she just squeezed his shoulder comfortingly.

"The minute he was born you passed out…the midwife admitted she may have torn something and…" Hiccup's voice caught in his throat as he let out a shaky breath. "…and there was so much blood!"

Hiccup bit his lip as he tried to compose himself, turning away from her once again. Astrid painfully pulled herself into a sitting position. Unable to maintain herself for long, though, she leaned up against Hiccup's back, taking the weight off herself, and enabling her to wrap her arms around his middle. Hiccup slowly, cautiously turned himself, so that he was facing her. He carefully slipped his hand underneath her arm to support her, and gently grabbed her by her shoulders to guide her into his lap, where he engulfed her in his embrace, peppering her face with kisses as he held her close.

"They did what they could for you," he finally continued. "But told me there was…there was a chance you'd never wake up."

He grew silent once again, and buried his face in her hair. Astrid snuggled deeper into his embrace, resting her head against his chest, under his chin.

"Well, I'm awake now, aren't I?"

Hiccup chuckled joyfully as he pulled back just long enough for him to take aim on her lips, and dive in for a gentle, but no less passionate kiss. He ran his hands through her hair and over her face as he poured every ounce of love he could into the kiss. Astrid sighed as she slipped her arms around his neck, pulling him closer.

When she eventually pulled away for air, Hiccup simply began planting kisses across her cheek, down her neck, and back up again so he could repeat the process along the other side.

"Hiccup," Astrid chuckled as she ran her fingers through his hair.

"I thought I lost you, Astrid," Hiccup whispered as he wrapped his arms around once again.

Astrid smiled as she nuzzled her face into his neck and held him close. "You're not getting rid of me that easily."

Hiccup smiled and held her tighter, only to have her wince in pain. Hiccup quickly let go of her and lied her back down in the bed.

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry. Oh, Thor, I'm so sorry, Astrid, I didn't-"

Astrid grabbed Hiccup by his tunic, and shut him up with another kiss to the lips. When they parted, Hiccup's face was serious.

"Astrid, there is something else I have to tell you."

Astrid scowled in concern. "What's that?"

"When the midwife turned our son around she accidently…well…damaged something in you."

"What do you mean by-"

"We can't have anymore children, Astrid," Hiccup finished before she could ask anymore questions.

"Oh," Astrid turned away to wrap her mind around what she'd just heard. On one hand, she already had five children, which was more than most women would ever had, and she'd already made plans to talk to Hiccup about stopping having babies after baby # 5 was born. But that was going to be their choice. Her choice. And she would have had to option of changing her mind if she regretted her decision, but now…

Hiccup gently caressed her cheek. "Are you okay?"

Astrid nodded. "Yeah. I'll be fine."

Hiccup lied down next to her, and slipped his arm around her, kissing her cheek. "I know this is hard for you, but for what it's worth, I think we've done a pretty good job making the kids we already got."

Astrid smiled softly. "Yeah. And I was kind of done having babies anyways."

"You and me both," Hiccup suddenly tightened his grip on her. "After this last time, there's no way I'm putting you through that again."

Astrid smiled and gave Hiccup's hand an affectionate squeeze. "So."

"So?" Hiccup arched an eyebrow with a small smile on his face.

"When do I get to meet our son?"

Hiccup grinned wider and planted a small kiss on her forehead. "Be right back."

He hopped off the bed and slipped out of the bedroom. Astrid shifted her weight so that she was propped up on her pillow. Waiting excitedly, she began to twirl the corners of the blanket in anticipation. Within a few minutes, Hiccup reopened the door, a tiny bundle tucked safely in the crook of his arm. Astrid immediately reached out with eager arms, as Hiccup lowered the baby into her embrace.

Astrid cradled the child to her chest with expert arms as she admired him. What little hair he had with a golden blond, and his wide curious eyes were already beginning to turn green.

"Hi, Baby," she crooned as she ran a finger across his cheek. "It's Mama. I'm finally able to meet you, you handsome boy."

The baby cooed and reached out a chubby hand for his mother. Astrid set her finger into his outstretched palm for him to cling to. She ran her thumb gently over the back of his hand.

"What's his name?" she asked as she gazed lovingly at him.

"You think I'd name him without you?" Hiccup asked, chuckling.

"So what have you been calling him this whole time? 'Baby Boy?'"

"Well, actually, yes."

Astrid laughed. "Dork." She turned back to her son, and thought for a moment. "Let's see. How about Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Fourth?"

"All that trouble you went through to bring him into this world, and you're going to name him after me?" Hiccup deadpanned.

"Jiniva's already got my name," Astrid reminded her husband. "But none of our children are named after you, and since we can't have anymore, this is you last chance at a namesake."

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Fine, you can use my middle name. But I'm putting my foot down not using Hiccup. The last thing Berk needs is two of us running around."

"Fine," Astrid sighed. "How about Handalf?"

Hiccup thought this over for a moment, then nodded. "Yeah, Handalf."

The baby cooed again, and Hiccup smiled, setting a hand on the back of his newly named son's head.

"Hey, Handalf, whatcha looking at so hard?" he asked as he noticed his son's eyes were glued on his mother. "Yeah, I can't blame you for staring at Mommy. She's pretty easy on the eyes."

Astrid nudged Hiccup with her elbow playfully as she continued to rock their son. Hiccup stared at her, realizing once again how close he'd been to having her ripped away from him. Lingering terror gripped as his heart once more as he slipped his arm around her shoulders and nuzzled his face into her hair. Astrid repositioned their son so she could free one hand and set it on Hiccup's arm comfortingly.

"I already told you, Hiccup," She assured him as he gripped her tighter. "I'm not going anywhere."


End file.
